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Paul's Dilemma 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy this trash. 


He picked up a washcloth and wet it, gently rubbing the grease paint off his face. There was a little bit in his 
hair, too. He could hear laughter behind him, but he didn't turn around, and instead concentrated on the task at 
hand. 


Paul went up to him and put his hand on his shoulder. "Good job out there, Peter," he said. 


"Oh, thanks," Peter replied absentmindedly. He saw Paul's reflection in the mirror smiling at him. 


"Hurry and take off your makeup. We've got a wild night of partying ahead of us." 


Peter sighed, and picked out a gob of makeup from his bangs. "Give me a minute," he said with impatience. Paul 
folded his arms while the drummer removed his makeup as slow as humanly possible. He shook his head at 


Gene and Ace, who were waiting impatiently in the door frame, and left with them. 


The warm, sticky night air was nearly unbearable, but it still felt much better than being under hot theatre 
lights in spandex. Each band member now had at least one girl on their arm. Gene, of course, had four. He 


muttered something under his breath. 


Paul rolled his eyes. "What is it now, Gene?" he groaned. 


"Is Peter," the Demon responded matter-of-factly. "He's been like this for months now" He turned to one of 
his girls with a smile and whispered something in her ear, making her blush, then just as quickly turned back 
to his bandmates with a serious face. "He's acting all weird and stuff." 


"| didn't notice anything different," Ace pushed some of his long black hair away from his face. 


Paul shook his head. "Of course you haven't." They got to Paul's apartment first, and he gave the groupie a 
gentle push to go inside. "You know what," he said in a low voice to Ace and Gene, “after we're done with these 


girls, we should take him out and talk to him" Paul gave Gene an accusatory look. "Don't take too long." 


"Why are you looking at me for?" 


Paul gave Gene that famous tight lipped glare. That "you know damn well what I'm talking about" look. He closed 
the door behind him, and threw himself at the busty brunette that lay before him. She practically tore off his 
floral print shirt. Paul crept his hands up her shirt, and started to bite at her neck. Very routine. Paul knew 

what women liked, and at this point sex was starting to become (dare he say it?) dull. The women he had over 


the past couple years are all starting to blend into each other. 


As they continued to fondle each other, Paul thought less about the fact that he was getting some, and more 
about how meaningless these encounters were. He had never really been in a serious relationship, or had 
anything go further than a one night stand. Oh, God, how he just wanted a girl to love. Someone to hold, and 
someone to talk to, to really talk to, through both good times and bad. The more he thought about the yearn 


in his heart, the more the simple act of no-strings-attached fornication was making him sick. 


Not that he was going to stop this one, of course. 


He finished rather quickly, and kicked her out. Before she left, she asked Paul if he wanted anything else. Her 


flirtatious tone was making him feel worse than before. 


| want to be left alone," he said dryly. Not entirely a lie. He decided that that was it; he's had enough of casual 
sex. He had a lot of love to give, damn it, and he wasn't going to let it go to waste any longer. Now he had two 
things to do tonight, he thought as he went through his closet to find his best purple satin shirt. 


The shirt was nice and low cut, and he put on a pair of dark skinny jeans. He fluffed up his black curls, which 
shone blue when the light hit it in just the right way. Paul studied his reflection in the grody mirror. He felt 
that he looked very put together, as usual. But there was something missing. Oh, what the hell, it's a special 
occasion. He took out what looked like a black pen, and lightly applied some eyeliner. The last ingredient was a 

dash of cologne, and he was off. 


Standing outside of the complex, Paul waited for the rest of the band. Sure enough, he saw Gene come outside 
first, with Ace and Peter tagging along behind. Ace pulled Paul aside, and said, "He's kinda lethargic. Maybe we 
should just go somewhere that isn't too busy.’ 


Paul nodded. "Why don't we go get some drinks?" 


Gene cocked his head. "| don't drink," he stated. 


"Hookah lounge, then" 


"| don't smoke, either." 


"You don't do anything," Ace complained. 


"What are you saying?" Gene raised an eyebrow. 


"What l'm saying is that what we want to do doesn't revolve around you." 


Gene's eyes widened, and he took a big step closer to Ace. "Excuse me?" 


Paul put his arms between the two and pushed them away from each other. "Knock it off," he whispered 


harshly. "You two need to learn how to get along." 

Ace folded his arms. "I can get along just fine." 

"Why don't we just get something to eat? That's doing something," Gene suggested. 

Everyone agreed. Ace mentioned that he found a place in the phonebook that looked good. He waved the yellow 


paper to everyone else to prove it. Paul was slightly disappointed, since he probably wasn't going to meet that 


special someone at a mere restaurant, but you never know, right? 


The taxi was cramped. Peter was stuck in the middle, since he was the smallest, squished between Gene and 
Paul. The Starchild bent down a little and said, "I'm not hurting you, am |?" 


Peter shook his head. "No, l'm used to this," he chuckled. 


‘Oh? Its just that you haven't said a word the whole time." Paul paused. "We've noticed something different 
about you." 


Peter looked up to face Paul. "You have?" 
Paul nodded. "You've been keeping to yourself. You don't normally do that." Peter kept looking at him with his 


brown doe eyes. "| wanted to take you out so you could have a little fun," Paul continued. 


Peter smiled slightly. "You really didn't have to. You know, | was planning on telling you soon anyway." 


"Just me?" 


"Yeah," the Catman said. "It concerns you." 


This sentence worried Paul. Yet, he never bothered to ask what exactly about him it was concerning. He barely 
remembered going inside or ordering food. Once Peter made eye contact with him and said he was going to the 


bathroom, Paul snapped out of it and took that to be a signal. 


He was right. The two of them were standing outside, and Peter told Paul what was bothering him. 


‘Its Gene," he started. "I just can't live with him anymore. He's a fucking pig. He never, ever, showers. Ever. He 
leaves his shit everywhere and never cleans up. He brings home a different woman every night, and | have to 
hear them fucking. The walls are paper thin, and | get to hear everything that they do. Everything. And you 
want to know the worst part? He barely talks to me when he is home." He sighed heavily. "I'm lonely, Paul, and | 


can't take it anymore." 


Paul stared into the horizon in thought. "You need to move out." 


"| can't afford it. You know the band really hasn't taken off yet." 


"Well, l-hey, wait a minute. What does this have to do with me?" 


"That's just it," Peter said. "I wanted to move in with you, y'know, if you're okay with that." 


Paul blinked. Peter continued, "I don't know you too well, but | would like to get to know you better. You seem 


very nice.” 


The Starchild replied, "Well, as long as you take care of your share, it's fine." 


"Really?" 


"Yeah. Trust me, | know how disgusting Gene is," Paul shuddered. "You can spend the night with me as a test 


run, if you want." 


"That'd be great!" Peter lit up. They headed back inside, where Peter broke the news to Gene. 


‘lm not a pig! What the hell makes you think that?" 


Peter groaned. "| never said the word, ‘pig’. YOU said that! All | said was that | like my space to be clean" 


"And I'll have you know, | DO shower." 


"When? Once a month?" Ace snickered. 


"Oh, quit bustin’ his balls." Peter reprimanded. He turned to Gene. "After this, l'm going to stop by and pick up 
some of my things." 


"Well that was fast," Gene said. 


"l'm just spending the night, and | wanted to take my personal belongings with me." 


‘Ooo, what're you two gonna do?" Ace exclaimed. "Do each other's hair? Talk about boys?" He laughed. 


‘Sure, why not," Paul said flatly. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. 


The rest of dinner was uneventful. Paul was in his apartment, cleaning up a little bit before Peter came over. 
It wasn't really big enough for two people, though. One of them was going to have to sleep on the couch. He 
started to pick up his clothes off the floor, when he heard Peter come in. 


"You have a nice apartment," he stated. "Where do you want me to put my stuff?" 


"Put it wherever," Paul replied. 


Peter set his suitcase at the foot of the couch, and jumped onto it, sinking into the leather. He took out 
something rolled out of his pocket; it looked kind of like a cigarette. "Is it okay if | smoke in here?" he asked. 


Paul curled his lip. "I guess," he said reluctantly. 


Peter placed the rolled object on the coffee table in front of him. 


"| said you could" 


"| want to wait until later." 


Silence. Paul hated that. He sat on the other end of the couch, his face resting in his open hand. He took in a 
small breath and was about to say something, but noticed that Peter was intently studying the artwork 
hanging on the walls of his studio apartment. That's when he decided to study Peter. 


He looked quite different without the makeup. Paul could tell Peter had lived a hard life just by looking at his 
face. The long, fluffy blue black hair had already begun to streak grey in the bangs, and he wasn't that much 
older than Paul. Peter's lips were parted slightly, they looked so plush even without the red lipstick. 


"What're you lookin’ at?" Peter asked in a curious tone, his New York accent coming on strong. 


"Nothing," Paul said quickly. 


"It was a long concert tonight," Peter said, putting the joint to his lips. "And to think we've got three more this 
week" He lit the other end, and took a puff. "Oh, that feels good. Do you want some, Paul?" 


Paul stared at the joint. He didn't really know what to say. "| guess I'll try a little," he said at last. Peter smiled, 
and passed him the joint. Paul took a small hit, and nearly coughed his lungs out. 


"Strong stuff, huh?" Peter said, laughing. "How do you feel?" 


Paul looked at his hands. They didn't even feel like they were his. He took another hit. "Whoa," he said in 


surprise. "| feel warm and tingly inside." 


Peter laughed again. "Oh, Paul, you're so cute." 


Paul's wide eyes got even wider. He smoothed down his curls and took another hit, the biggest one yet. 


"Now how do you feel?" Peter asked, taking the joint back from Paul. Paul looked at Peter in amazement and 
shook his head. Peter smiled. "I'll let you sit there and calm down" He took a puff off the joint himself, while 


Paul sat there swimming in his own thoughts. More like drowning. 


Paul looked at Peter again The plush lips, now with a joint between them, looked so, dare he think it, inviting. He 


crawled over to Peter, and leaned his head in close. 


"Paul, what're you doir?" he asked, confused. 

Paul put a finger to Peter's lips, and despite his mind screaming out not to do it, he gently took Peter by the 
back of the head and led his lips to his own. Peter's lips were so soft and tender, it was like kissing a lady. His 
ebony hair felt like silk against Paul's fingers; he found himself stroking the hair over and over again. Peter 


wiggled out of Paul's grasp. 


"Paul," he said again. "Knock it off" 


"Peter, please," Paul said, straddling Peter's tightly pushed together legs. "Let's just see where this leads us." 


Ill lead us down a path of queerness,” Peter said, trying to push Paul off of him, but the other man was 
bigger. 


"Peter," Paul breathed, the word like honey on his lips. "You said you were lonely, right?" 


"Yeah." 


"Well so am |," Paul continued, unbuttoning Peter's shirt. "You have such a nice little body," he mentioned. 


Peter was speechless, but he wasn't fighting Paul anymore. Paul kissed Peter on the lips again, then caressed 
his neck with his tongue. Peter let out a soft moan of pleasure. 


"Oh, God," Peter breathed as Paul planted his lips on his collarbone, then his chest, down his stomach. Paul 
unbuttoned Peter's bellbottom jeans and gave a seductive lick where Peter's thigh met his body. He shook, 


almost kneeing Paul in the face. 


Peter's dick was standing at attention, all nine inches of it. Paul swallowed hard when he saw it; the man wasn't 


kidding about having a big member. He began licking Peter's dick from bottom to top, like it was a Popsicle. 


Peter grabbed a handful of Paul's curls and hung on for dear life as Paul put the entire thing in his mouth. Up 
and down, tongue caressing every inch. Peter looked down Paul's brown eyes were focused on his own, pouty 
lips around his dick. The Starchild pulled away, a string of spit coming off with it, using his long tongue to lick it 
off. 


"| never said you could stop," Peter said. 


"| wasn't finished" Paul replied. He gripped the base of Peter's cock and squeezed, and began to deep throat the 
rest. Peter pushed Paul's head closer in-between his legs. Every lick on his frenulum sent a shot of pure 
ecstasy throughout his body. This was it. His dick throbbed, orgasming harder than he ever had before. Paul 
could feel it quiver in his hand and his mouth. He licked the rest of the cum off his lips, and gave Peter a sly 


smile. 


"My turn" He pulled his purple satin shirt over his head, revealing a carpet of chest hair and well defined abs. 
He peeled his pants off, and his underwear, and stood there naked in contrapposto, looking almost like a Roman 


sculpture. Peter didn't know what exactly to do here, so Paul took control once more. 


He gently placed Peter on his hands and knees. Peter's ass looked so enticing, the only thing he was missing was 
a long black tail and cat ears. He was the Catman after all. Paul put some lube on his own dick; he always kept 
some by the couch. 


"Go easy on me," Peter said, his voice laden with worry. 


Paul entered Peter. God, was he tight. Each push and pull was slow at first, with Peter grabbing the shag 
carpet to get some leverage. Feeling Peter's ass against his hips was almost enough to send him over the edge, 


he was so horny. But he managed to keep it together. 


He went faster and faster, until his balls were slapping against Peter's ass. Peter cried out in pleasure. 


"Give me more," he managed to say, his silver cross necklace thumping against his chest. 


Give me more. Those three words did it. Paul grabbed Peter's sides and came inside him, collapsing on top of 


the smaller man. Paul pulled out and the two laid there, on the floor, panting. 


By now, the marijuana was beginning to wear off, and Paul realized what he had done. He quickly got dressed, 


leaving Peter naked on the floor. 


"Paul," Peter started to say. 


Paul put a hand up. "Go wash up," he said. "Bathroom’s on the right" 


"Well, alright," Peter said. He took his clothes and heading to the bathroom. Once Paul was sure the door was 
shut, he buried his head in his hands. 


"What have | done?" Paul muttered to himself. 


What indeed, thought Ace. 


